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Cartoons and Comments 


SOME VERY Jw all the agitation over the prize-fight moving- 
MOVING pictures we have yet to hear of anyone who 
PICTURES. favored the exhibition on the ground that, better 


than all the spoken words, the pictures would show 
how barbarously brutal such encounters really are. It is within 
the province of the moving-picture machine to accomplish a lot of 
good. By giving the Jerrries-JOHNSON films the widest publicity 
it would be possible to work up such a sentiment against prize-fight- 
ing that not another finish fight could be held in this country. 
Having shown the good but indifferent people of the land the 
brutalities of prize-fighting, the moving-picture machine might then 
be used to acquaint them with still other and far worse brutalities; 
ones which, unlike finish prize-fights, are not occasional but constant. 
Moving-pictures of young children, sickly, ill-nourished, misshapen, 
working ten hours a day in factories. Moving-pictures of breaker- 
boys intthe coal regions, breathing dust and grime, and kept at work 
because “they come cheaper than machinery.” Moving-pictures of 
sweat-shops; moving-pictures of life in the tenements where Tom 














History. 


Hoop’s “Song of the Shirt” is a relentless reality. The JoHNSON- 
JeFFRIES encounter would do very well as a starter, we think. If, 
by means of moving-pictures, good but indifferent people could be 
convinced that a fight between two physically -perfect, well-fed, care- 
fully-conditioned, evenly-matched men was brutal and barbarous, 
how much easier would it be to convince them of the brutality and 
the barbarism of a fight between wanton greed and plenty. on the 
one hand and grim necessity and want on the other! This ‘fight és 
to a finish. There is no respite between the rounds. No referee to 
enforce fair play and to penalize foul. A smash below the belt is as 
fair as a blow above it. And then, as to the purse, it is a case of 


‘winner take all, or all save a few cents, and there never is any doubt 


as to the winner. A mild suggestion of brutality may be found, it is 
true, in the JEFFRIES-JOHNSON pictures, and in a graded course of 
lessons they might, as we have said, do very well as a starter. Sensi- 
bilities unused to shocks must not be jarred too suddenly or too vio- 
lently. Begin by showing them a prize-fight, and then by easy stages 
lead up to the real, the continuous brutalities of this complacent age. 
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IS life he ’d spent within the town, 
With all its noise and bustle, 

Where trol'ey-cars run up and down, 
And all is hump and hustle. 

Down to the farm he went for rest, 
But could not close a lid,— 

All night he lay and cursed the pest, 
A lonely katydid ! S. S. Stinson, 
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IF THE TRUTH WERE ALWAYS TOLD. 


y! What an ugly baby. Looks like one of those kids in the 
comic supplements, don’t you think? Freckled, too; and 
such large ears. I shouldn’t be surprised if he turned 
out a no-account scalawag like yourself, Mr. Brown.” 


“Where am I going to-night ? Well, a couple of us fellows are 
going down to Banfield’s,-to see if we can’t break his roulette bank.” 


“ Tsour bank on a sound footing ? Nosir. We ’re expecting to 
go to the wall almost any day, and if we do our depositors won’t 
get three cents on the dollar.” 


“T’m not mar- 
rying you for love, 
Count Shipenni, 
but Oh I just 
had to have a 
coronet and atitle, 
and so——” 


“Qh, that’s all 
right! We break 
even there. I’d 
rather marry some 
one of high de- 
gree — someone .. 
my equal — but I 
just want to get a 
good chance at 
your millions.” 

“Yes, I’ve got 
a ten to loan, but 
you don’t get it. 
You borrowed a 
ten from me two 
months ago, and 
stuck me for car- 
fare dozens of 
times, and never 
say anything 
about paying me 
back. You're a 
sponge, but you don’t 
soak up at my expense any 








A TOUCH OF REALISM. 


more!” Louis Schneider. THE ADVANTAGE OF HAVING ONe’s STUDIO NEAR THE BALL- GROUNDS. of things. Ellis O. Jones 


MAN AND WOMAN. 


Wt isa man? ‘The answers to this question vary according 
to whether you are talking to an anthropologist, a chemist, a 
preacher, or a woman. As a matter of fact, a man is a creature 
who would do anything and does do everything for Woman, capi- 
talized Woman. But the trouble comes when we leave capitalized 
Woman and come to consider individual women. Man loves Woman. 
But which woman shall which man love? Hum! This is the ques- 
tion which we must blame for all our short and long stories. And not 
only which, but how long and how exclusively? It has been said 
that Woman is the 
WZ y cause ofall our 
Vii j misery. That is 
Z y a great mistake. 
Woman is the 
cause of all our 
happiness. It is 
the other Woman 
who has caused 
the misery. When 
trouble arises to 
mar the paths of 
bliss we are ac- 
customed to say: 
“There is a wo- 
man in the case.” 
That is. incorrect. 
We should say: 
“There are two 
(or more) women 
in the case.” So, 
Cherches les deux 
Semmes. 

Neither men 
with votes nor 
women without 
votes have been 
able to avoid the 
difficulties arising 
from this neces- 

sary and by no means 
entirely unpleasant evil state 

























AND THEY SAY WOMEN 
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YARN OF THE SYMPATHETIC SAILOR. 


WENT into a public ’ouse to get a glass o’ beer; 

The barmaid, ’aving winked ’er eye, remarked to me: “ Wot cheer! 
This weather ’s simply marvelous, but if you’ll parding me, 

You don’t require no glass o’ beer, you wants a cup o’ tea.” 


Which, ’aving spoke them crool words, ’er tears begins ter rain, 
And I politely axes ’er what causes her sech pain? 

Then, wiping of ’er tears aw’y, she says to me, says she: 
“ This weather ’s simply marvelous! Do’aveacupo’ tea.’”’ 


I ’ates ter see a female gal a-shedding bitter tears 

When customers is waitin’ at the bar fer bitter 
beers ; 

And so I axes ’er once more to tell to me the 
worst, 

And bein’ full (of sympathy) perceeds tet 
‘squench me thirst. 


Then, with an absent-minded air, she drors a glass 
o’ gin, 

An’ swallerin’ the same, she says: “Now, where 
shall I begin? 

’T is orful kind of you to take sech interest in me; 

This weather’s simply marvelous! Do ’ave a cup 
oO’ tea. 


“You see, I’m simply wastin’ of me talents drorin’ beer, 
An’, strictly confidenshul, let me whisper in yer ear, 

Next week I’m goin’ on the stige; 1’ve got a lovely part: 
I comes on in the second act, an’ wears a di’mond heart. 


“ And other things in course I wears, but ’t is an orful strain; 
A actress learnin’ of ’er part requires a lot ot brain. 

So all day long I says me lines, and these is them, you see : — 
‘This weather ’s simply marvelous! Do ’ave a cup 0’ tea.’” 





“Poor gal!’ says I, “I pities you, I does, upon me word; 
Your story is the saddest one as I ’ave never ’eard.”’ 
Alas! the ways of wimminkind is wonderful an’ strange, 
For when I was n’t watchin’ ’er she went an’ sneaked me change! 
J. Adair Sirawson. 
Jo 


PITCHERS WILL BE PITCHERS. 


M* BaLFAN (immersed in the game, fiercely).—If that pitcher 
would only settle down! 

Mrs. BALFan (inexpressibly shocked).—Dear me! You don’t 

tell me! Is he as wild as all that, George? ee 


hy 


MMA YY” 


SUCH A JOKE. 


WILLIE FLY (in the royal palace).— Ha, ha, fellows! Look here! 
The old kink thinks he can keep us off by putting up a spite fence! 
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THE MARRIAGE STRIKE. 
A PAGE FROM FUTURE HISTORY. 


HE Suffragettes were driven at last to put into 
effect their long-threatened marriage strike. 

The struggle began in New York on 
the Fourth of July, 2010, when ten million 
wives (nearly half the feminine population 
of the city) walked out, after the Husbands’ 
National League of Self-Defense had re- 
pudiated their demands for the ballot, recog- 
nition of the Cause, 100 per cent. increase 
in millinery allowance, and shorter home hours. 

Pickets were at once placed about the other homes in 
the city to persuade the contented minority to break up house- 
keeping. Placards were posted throughout the city, from 
the Battery to the recently embraced suburbs of Albany, 
warning girls not to fall in love, and declaring all engage- 
ment-rings forfeit for the benefit of the general strike 
fund. But it was the assault on the marriage-license | 
bureau at City Hall which ‘precipitated the fearful and 
historic Hatpin Riots, otherwise known as the Park 
Row Massacre. : 

Since 1909 the women’s hats had been growing | 


deadly than the lances of 
medizval knights! 

A solid phalanx of 
Suffragettes charged the 
City Hall with leveled 
hair-spears. The carnage 
in the license bureau was 
dreadful. But the brides 
fought valiantly, although 
the bridegrooms, like the 
police, stood transfixed, 
first by terror, then by hat- 
pins. Passing monorail 
street-cars were impaled 
and tossed off the tracks. 

After several hours’ 
fighting, during which 
there was great loss of 
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AT THE DUMB-WAITER. 
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steadily more vast and menacing, and had required 

such large annual additions of false hair on which to | 

balance them, that there was hardly an unviolated pig- 

tail left in China. In fact, the United States was 

threatened by the rejuvenated Orient with a religious 

war to recover the sacred insignia. 

Naturally the hatpins had grown in unison with the Upstairs (talking down ).— 

hats and hair. But not until now, in the hour of danger, Are you the milk? 

did the dcep-laid, deadly purpose of the rebellious wives 

suddenly become manifest to the men. Of course, women had been hair, the Suffragettes were 

forbidden to carry firearms ever since the uprising of 1957, when _ forced out into the square, 

seven hundred beautiful furies fired a volley at the police in Madison _ but here they quickly bar- 

Square and blew off the Metropolitan ‘Tower. But here they were, _ricaded themselves behind 

each carrying on her head a half-dozen weapons larger and more the heaped-up puffs and 
and their 
ordered 
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comrades 
guns, 


out by 

wireless 
‘phone from 
Washington, were 


J 4 unable to penetrate IL 








with 18-ton projec- 
tiles. The troops were 
finally compelled to 
withdraw, and the 
strikers moved into camp in the aérial gardens over- 
hanging the city, whence they sprinkled Parisian per- 
fumes and other malodorous stuffs upon the enemy 
below, making life well-nigh unbearable. 

A saving grace of the strikers was their man- 
date, strictly adhered to, that no violence should be 
offered to defenceless husbands—although they could 
have it if they took the pains to look for it. ‘This, 
despite the fact that the newspapers had to ignore 
the burning events of the day in order to print the 
millions of “ads” announcing that Mrs. Everybody, having 

left Mr. Everybody in bed and bored, could buy her own 
French poodles and cigarettes thereafter. 

To the men’s credit be it said, however, that no affinities were 

permitted to act as strike-breakers, no one ever having heard of an 
affinity who could broil a steak. 
In spite of their fearful position, the husbands held out for ten 
INSTINCT. days, when, discovering almost simultaneously that their collars had 
not been sent to the laundry and that there was no one around to 
hear them swear about it, they unanimously agreed upon uncon- 
ditional surrender. Chester Firkins. 


DownsTAIRS (talking up).— 
No’m. I’m the garbage. 








SICK MAGNATE ( feebly).— What is that on the table there? 
SECRETARY.—That? That is the doctor’s medicine-case. 
SicK MAGNATE (relieved).— Thanks. I—er—thought it was a camera. 








ne the biggest one of them ail is the man who tells you of the exploits 
he achieved with a bent pin in his childhood. 
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: | EXCLAIMED: “See there! Where the Summer 
Girl cumes! 

Across the field where the wild bee hums! 
A feathery bonnet is on her head, 
And ——” He looked at the bonnet a space, and 


said: 
“°T is a beautiful bonnet, a marvelous foil ; 
For her beauty ! ’T would cost you a week of toil.” 





“ And the gown she is wearing!” I sighed: “Ah 


me ! : 
In the world there’s nothing so sweet as she! 
How it clings to her graceful curves, and sweeps 
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#) og To a ruffle from which her wee shoe-tip peeps 
| Veh “The gown is a dream,” he replied, “a fit ! 
' ae 1 iy, You would toil a month just to pay for it.’’ 
















“ And the brooch,”’ I cried, “at her swelling throat! 
How it rises and falls at each silvery note : 
She sings as she glides through the meadow way. 
She’s a dream! She’s a fairy! A springtime fay!” 
“She is,” he said, “and the brooch that’s at 

Her throat—you would work a whole year for that.” 


And so I looked at the maid and turned 

Away, though I yearned and I yearned and yearned 
To storm her heart, as the ocean tide 

Storms the tossing bark, and make her my bride! 
But she ’d cost too much, as my friend has shown; 
But. darn him! Next time I will walk alone! 


Judd Mortimer Lewis. 
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HANDY KITS FOR COLLEGE MEN. THE AGE-LIMIT AT BASSWOOD CORNERS. 


IS YOUR SON GOING TO THE ’VARSITY? SEE THAT HE IS PROPERLY EQUIPPED. yee Attend since the farmhands in these parts went into the 
Union they’ve had. trouble with old man Medders. They 


DMIRING parents sending their stalwart sons off to college with 

a full set of Shakespeare, edition de luxe, and an embroidered 

laundry-bag as a campus equipment, have signally failed to 
grasp the true significance of a college education. 

When son gets matriculated and bucks up. against. ; 
real university life, including the hazing sophomores, the 
inter-class flag rush, and the social keg-parties, not to. 
mention his husky opponent in the Yaligan- Wiscon- 
sota football game, he will be brought to a saé 
realization of the unavailability of his Shakes- 
peare and pink laundry-bag. | 

Buy your son one of our “Handy 
Kits for College Men.” It contains rem- 
edies for all university activities, including 
the aftermath. A partial inventory of con- 
tents follows: 


6 books best court-plaster. 

6 bales cotton bandages. 

6 jars Omego salve. 

6 sets best splints. 

1 pair adjustabie crutches. 

1 case Bromo Seltzer.* 

1 “Self-Aid to the Injured.” 

* Invaluable the morning after. 

Provided with our “Handy Kit,” 
son is equipped for a successful college 
year. Price? In the language of the 
’varsity boy, ten bucks. Big demand— 
order early. RAH-RAH MFG. CO. 

Don Kahn. 


objected to his policies on the age-limit. Last week the Union 
called a strike, and Labby Tuttle jest left his plow at the further 
side of the field and struck. 
- HiraM.—Age-limit ? Medders hain’t a Osler man, is he? 
Sitas.—No. The Union demanded that his hired girl be under 
thirty-five! ‘ 





=9 
on Ga. fIs or 
aes le: GF g 































Ne Music of the Spheres did not make an unqualified hit. EVER BEEN THERE YOURSELF? 


“All-star casts are always disappointing! ” said the critics. Tue First NIGHT AT THE SUMMER BOARDING-HOousE Ir Ratns! 











Oo” woman who flirts with the truth soon finds herself in love with falsehood. 


































PUCK 


TO MY DEAR NEPHEW. 


EPLYING to your request for a few points to enable you to 

embark in the insurance field, as a full-fledged insurance 

agent I will endeavor to enlighten you to the best of 
my ability. 

Selling life-insurance is dead easy! All you 
need is unlimited hypnotic power, the oratorical 
ability of Daniel Webster or Henry Clay, the 
appearance of a tailor’s fashion-plate, a thorough 
knowledge of politics, finance, art, sports, and 
the classics, and an every-ready fund of humor- 
ous anecdotes. 

On Sunday you generally map out 
your work for the following week and 

calculate what the commissions on 
$50,000 worth of life-insurance will 
net you. Of course, you must get the 
applications signed and paid for before you can ~ 
actually spend the money, but that is really about 
all you have to do. 
The head of the Agency Department of your 
company generally tells you that all an agent needs 
. is “concentration,” and he can write all the busi- 
ness he wants to. This is certainly encouraging, 
even if it sounds like the preface to a “Parlor 
Tricks” guide for amateur magicians. I might 
mention that in New York the new-insurance laws 
put a limit of $150,000,000 on any one company 
in one year, however. 
Having acquired several pounds of printed literature 
on life-insurance, a few blank applications, and a generous 
leather wallet, you are equipped for business. I must not forget 
the “Rate Book,” without which no agent would be in a position to 
thoroughly confuse his victim. 
After being told the difference between an Endowment policy, 
a Life policy (with no commutation for good behavior), a Term 
policy, and the old style 4-11-44 Gig policy, you feel convinced that 
you know the insurance business pretty thoroughly and can compete 
with the agents of any other company. In two weeks’ time you will 
have a brain full of statistics sufficient to tie any lightning calculator 
in a hard knot. Putting on your glad rags, and with the bulging 
wallet well concealed, you saunter into a large and magnificent office, 
hand the office-boy a disdainful glare, and.ask if Mr. Rocks is in? 
If so, tell the boy that Mr. Phresh wishes to see Mr. Rocks at once. 
If you are not thrown out, you will probably secure an interview. 
Start right in on your subject as soon as you enter the office, 
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TIME AND TIED. 


THE ADMIRAI..— How many couples have you spliced on occasion? 
THE BisHop.— Oh, as many as twenty in two hours. 
THE ADMIkAL.— Ha! A speed of ten knots an hour! 
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THE CANARY’S PREDECESSOR. 


‘*Pretry Dick! Sweet! Sweer!” 





and never stop talking insurance until you are thoroughly exhausted. 
Most successful men admire perseverance and nerve, and will prob- 
ably throw anything your way that they can. By careful dodging, 
you can continue to outline the exclusive proposition presented by 
your company. While you may not insure the man, you can always 
use him as a reference in other cases because-of 
the interest he displayed: ° 

It is said of John Wanamaker, probably the 
most heavily-insured man in this country, that 
when a fresh young agent finally secured an in- 
terview with him, through powerful influences, 
he said: “ Young man, I am carrying more than 
a million of life insurance, and if you 
canshow me just ON E reason why 
I should take out an additional 
$10,000 policy in your company 
I will sign the application at once.” 
The budding genius immediately 
replied: “Because I need. the 
money,” and he landed the appli- 
cation. This sort of repartee will - 
secure.a variety of results, some of 
which are apt to necessitate quick action 
on the part of the ambulance surgeon. 

When filling out the application blank: = : , 
do not resort to that peculiar style of wit . 4 DUEL PERSONALITY. 
that prompts “ Have you ever committed 
suicide ?” “‘ Have youever had any ancestors, and if so, why ?” 
“ Have either of your parents, uncles, aunts, brothers, or sis- 
ters been afflicted with bridge-whist or jig-saw mania?” “ Are 
you frequently short of breath after a Marathon race?” or 
“ Are you subject to fits, or do you buy your clothes ready- 
made?” Remember that most men die from worry trying 
to meet the annual payments on a twenty-year policy, sodon't 
paint a pathetic picture of the sorrowing widow and orphans. 
Make the prospect feel that a policy is a panacea for all ail- 
ments and a written guarantee of twenty years’ additional 
servitude. 

“If you doubt the wisdom of the foregoing advice, and 

the opportunities offered a bright young man in the insur- 
ance field, just glance at some of the veterans, with fringe 
on their trousers, seated in our public parks.. Or come up 
here to the sanitarium and listen to the tales of the wonders 
performed by many of the retired agents who a/most wrote 
a million a year. 

With best wishes for your success, I remain, 

Your devoted uncle, P. A. Rests. 

















EXERCISING 
THE DOG 





THE UP TODATE' 








A DEAR LITTLE COZY 
CORNER IN THE WILD 




















































LOVE’S YOUNG DREAM—— 















































The young men bow as happily they meet ‘* How warm it is!” ‘* Yes, very sultry weather.” 
Two stunning damsels, shapely and petite. ‘* Suppose we have a little swim together? ” 








LAMBY. pin’ around, and some on horseback, some with little flags in their 
Tad he | hands, somé with swords, some with fancy-colored things for all the 
hea WM | AVE your choice! Some people like.a-hound; world like the old-fashioned distaff. Well, 1 was surprised. Why 
i | some a fox-terrier; but give mea good bull. would anybody, even in a heathen country, be rigged out like that to 
And I had a good one too, time I was sec- attend a dog-fight? 
tion-boss down there on the Isthmus of Up come Valdez and Cox from different directions, and Valdez 
Panama. Well, it was the very second week says: ‘When the band strikes up you throw the doors open and drive 
I was on the Isthmus, and I was in my your animil out andthe'fighters will charge down on him.” 
office talkin’ to George Cox in the absence Before I could shut my gapin’ mouth to ask him a question he 
of the purp, out huntin’ rabbits, or garbage- had flibbertigibbeted away. Then I looked at the gaily-dressed 
pails, or some other game, and George says: _fellers and the arena, and remembered some things | had read and 
“That there is the best bull in the _ pictures! had seen, and I said to Cox: “Kin it be that man thought 
country. He can lick anything.” this here bull of mine was a beef critter?” 
Up spoke one Valdez, an 
official of the city of Panama, who 
was there on legal business con- 
nected with the stealin’ of a clo’es-line 
containin’ the semi-annual wash of a promi- 
nent native family by somebody in our camp. 
“What's that? Have you a bull?” said he in 
excitement, “and kin he fight?” | 

“Fight? I'll back him five to one that you ain’t got 
anything that kin chaw him up!” 

“Ah, we kin now celebrate the day of our indepen- 
dence in a fittin’ manner! Bring your beast to the Plaza de 
los ‘Toros on Saturday. I'll cover any bets you’ll make 
five to one, as you say.” 

Friday afternoon me and George made some bets, only 
we got ’em even or with odds our way. Folks was so sure 
they'd win that we had no trouble gittin’ odds. In fact, 
some of ’em could n’t ynderstand why we was placin’ any 
bets at all: “Made me mad. 

‘The town was placarded with bills which Valdez said 
“announce the comin’ fight with your beast.” I could n’t 
read no Spanish myself, and Cox could n’t, two weeks jn 
the country. 

“You will want to bring the animal down in the night, 

I suppose?” said Valdez. 

I did n’t see why, but reckoned it was the custom, and 
after me and George had seen to Lamby’s (that was my 
bull’s name) teeth, we took him down to the big arena where 
the fight was to be. I had never seen it before, and was 
surprised they took so much interest in a dog-fight as to 
have it there, and I considered it quite an honor for Lamby 
to have a chance to fight in such a big place. Next after- 
noon I fed him raw meat and a little ginger bitters, and 
George went around gittin’ more bets from the natives—big 
ones, too. At two I looked out of the doors of our little 





room, and jimminy cracky! The tiers of benches was full of _ . soil 
a swell crowd, and there was a band just loosenin’ up their horns LARGE AIRY ROOM. 
: a little, and the President of the Republic comin’ in! I thought Prospective SUMMER Boarver. — Rather a peculiar apartment, 
it certainly was quite a day for Lamby. is n't it? 
ThenI noticed in the big ring itself a lot of fellers in knicker- RuRAL LANDLORD.— Well, ye see, I’m the town constable, an’ the 
bockers and short jackets, red, green, blue, yeller, silk and velvet jail bein’ empty this time o’ year, I thought I might jest as well make a 


and broadcloth, gold buttons, ruffles, and funny flat hats, all hop- little extry money durin’ the summer season. 








—— AND 





ITS RUDE AWAKENING. 
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‘* How big and strong they look!” the maidens sigh, 
‘*What peacherines! ” the young men gayly cry. 





Alas for fond illusions! Maids and men 
Exclaim, while fleeing swiftly, ‘‘Stung again!” 








“He did. I find that ‘Plaza de los Toros’ means bull-ring.” 

“ Break it to em, George,” says I. 

“Break it to ’em and have this audience break our heads? 
They’re here to see a fight and they are going to see one—with us 
if they can’t see any other. We or the dog, one or another, has got 
to furnish a fight. And remember them bets.” 

I was so kinder dumbfoundered by the whole queer business 
that I moved on like I was in a trance, jest obeyin’ what Cox said, 
and I didn’t know nothin to do, anyway. There was a tremenjous 
burst of music and I started to open the foldin’-doors. . They stuck 


a little, and by the time I had got them open the whole array of 
bull-fighters, horse and foot, had started into action and was chargin’ 
toward the doors, picadors, matadors, banderilleros, the whole kit 











A RIOT-CALL. 
WHEN Mrs. Nayzpor Brincs HER WILLIE ALONG. 








y « can do éngrihing re ary te except put a baby to sleep. 













































and b’ilin’. Out stepped litte Lamby and me and stood facin’ the 
serried might of the finest valor of the Republic of Panama. There 
they was, rushing down on Lamby and me, down on me and Lamby, 
and either was enough for Lamby. 

“Sic ’em!” said I, low like. “St-boy!” I cried at a shout. 
Cricky, but it was a noble sight to see that little old dog hurl him- 
self at the advancin’ Jine of horse and foot, glitter- 
in’ in finery. By gum, it was like some great - oe, 
hand ened a brindled streak across the ZF: 3 
yeller ground, and in forty seconds Lamby os 
had tore offen the matador the most magnifi- 
cent pair of pants in the whole vast former 
empire of Spain. Old mat. tumbled off his 

horse and scrambled for the 
bleachers, hissword ketchin’ 
between his legs and good 
little Lamby boy a-hangin’ 
- floppin’ on to the end of his 

jacket until it tore and the feller pulled himself up out 
of the arena and over the fence. 

Lamby whirled around to face the rest, eyes 
fastened on ’em, every muscle taut, still as if 
carved, ‘cept he was eatin’ the matador’s 
plumed hat. In a minute all the bande- 
rilleros and picadors, them cusses with the 
flags and distaffs, steel points in the end to 
stick into a poor critter’s hide, was swarm- 
in’ around Lamby like monstrous wasps, a- 
jabbin’ at him — and hittin’ air and each 
other, for there wasn’t much that was seden- 
tary about Lamby. Rip! and a segment 
of a pair of blue-velvet pants dropped on the 
bloody sands of the arena. Jab! Enrique 
Morelia punched at Lamby’s neck and got 

José Goicorria’s calf. Stab! Pablo San- 
chez tried for his head and speared Juan 

Ruiz’s foot. Crrr! It was a square of 

green antique moiré that cu. .e away with 

Lamby this time. The giant picador, José 

Mora, conqueror of the most savage bulls 

ever bred in the Andalusian Mountains, 

turned and fled, and I got Lamby by the 

collar and struck an attitude with one leg 

crossed over t’ other. The populace 

cheered like mad, the band roared away, 

and the President took off his hat and I took 

off mine. Them people certainly do honor to 

a good fighter. Well, some tried to git out of 

payin’ their bets, but we went into court and won on 

the contention that it warnt nomernated in the bond what 
kind of a 1% it was to be—jest a fight. Wardon Allan Curtis. 
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AN OLD MAN’S DARLING. 














EVOLUTION © 


We have learned how to live longer and better than 


our ancestors and we are learning—improving—all the time. 


COLGATE’S 
ISHAVING ~ POWDER 


has taught men what real sanitary shaving means. 


No longer does the same soap serve for all. 








No longcr does the germ-gathering cup-lather stand — 
exposed between shaves. 





No longer does your dust-collecting cup stand on the 
shelf to await your coming. 


From a dust-proof, germ-proof container, fresh Colgate’s 
Barbers’ Shaving Powder is shaken for each shave. No soap 
that touches brush or face is used again. You get a 


Clean - Quick - Comfortable 


shave with a lather that is 


Softening - Soothing - Sanitary 


COLGATE & CO., New York, Est. 1 806, Makers of Colgate’s Famous Shaving Soaps. 


PUCK PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK. 
















TIME, THREE A.M. —— ASLEEP AT LAST. 
Photogravure In Sepia, 12 x8 in, 


By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 





This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniature Reproductions. = 2 3 
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_ Address PUCK © 


Trade supplied Gubelman Publishi 
7a Medio oe New ee 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 
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WHEN DOG MEETS DOG. 
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Tue RetTorRT CouRTEOUs. 
Lapy oF THE House.—I hope you are habitually truthful, Bridget? 
New Marp.—Yes mum, I am on me own account. I only tell lies to 
th’ callers f’r th’ missus. — Cleveland Leader. 


“Tr you refuse me,” said the young man, “I shall blow out my brains.” 

“I’d hate to have you do that,” replied the girl, thoughtfully, “and yet it 
would be a good joke on pa. He says you haven’t any, you know.”— 
Public Ledger. 
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THE COOL DELICIOUSNESS OF A | 


HUNTER 
WHISKEY 
JULEP 


IS POSITIVELY UNSURPASSED 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
made more delightful and healthful. Sample by mail, 
2% cts. instamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





“Ir seems cruel to slaughter all those pigs for market,” said the 
Chicago girl. 

“I don’t know that it’s cruel,” replied Miss Cayenne. “But when you 
think of what the packers charge for the meat, it does seem a little un 
fraternal.” — Washington Star. 
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Budweiser 


** Everywhere” 





In every country—in every clime— 
North, South, East, West—on land or 
sea. Wherever you go, you'll find 
Budweiser and always the same in 


quality, taste and flavor—that’s why 
its sales exceed all other bottled beers. 


Bottled only at the 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery 


ST. LOUIS, MO., U. S. A. 

















‘SHE was very complimentary to me last night.” 

“In what way?” 

“She called me a human comet.” 

“And you consider that a compliment ?” 

“Sure; means I’m a hustler.” 

“Not exactly; she told me yesterday that she had just learned that a 
comet is composed of millions of feet of gas.” —Houston Fost. 
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izer — the best— 
nequalied for Cock- 


Caront Krrrers — Tonic — 






- |. They telt in-London-a story of an 


ask him to order it for you, 











A Limtrep Cottection. 


elderly American — who, while 
sightseeing, visited Westminster Abbey. | 
After going about for.some time with 
an air of eager curiosity, she approached 
a verger, ‘I wonder if you can help 
me ?” she asked hopefully. “I am look- 
ing for the grave of King Edward II.” 

- “Sorry, ma’am,” said the verger 
apologetically, “but we ’ave n't got 
Edward IL.” | 4 

“But,” protested the. visitor, “I 
understood that the Abbey was the. 
burial place of kings.” 

“‘So it is, ma’am, in a way,” returned 
the verger, “but we honly ’ave the odd 
numbers ’ere.” — Harper's Weekly. 


A SMALL boy returned from the 
home of his grandparents and was told 
that while he was away the stork had 
brought him a baby brother. 

“Go right in and see him,” said his 
aunt. 

“I'd rather see the stork!” replied 
the boy.— Zverybody’s. 


Hops — 
Choicest Malt 
— Brewed and 
Matured 


The BLATZ WAY 
a 


{2\ THE FINEST BEER A 


ya" BREWED 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe or Buffet 
INSIST ON ‘“BLATZ"’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DinecT 


“But, Cousin Bertha, how did you 
make the acquaintance of your second 
husband ?” 

“Tt was quite romantic. I was out 
walking with my first when my second 
came along in an automobile and ran 
him down. That was the beginning of 
our friendship.” —Fiiegende Biitter. 








Laugh and Grow Fat ! 


The Good Old 


Summer Time 


is here at last 


Any Old Time 
is a Time to — 


Subscribe for 





Take PUCK and Laugh !! 








THE FOREMOST 
HUMOROUS WEEKLY OF AMERICA 


As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 
@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 
@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artists are among the bef. 
@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 
@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


If your newsdealer doesn’t handle PUCK, 








PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me a liberal package of sample copies 


Tell Your Wewsdealer of PUCK. 


Buck 


NEXT WEEK. 
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AMBASSADOR 
the after-dinner size 35c 


Philip Morris 


se Cigarettes 





Each in itself 


‘The Little Brown Box’’ 
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AUGUST 


OUTING 


Camera hunting is becom- 

ing poowet — Oliver Kem 
has still another way — wit 
sketch-pad and pencil. His re- 
markable experiences are told 
in “An Artist in the Big Game 
Country.” The sort of game he 
bagged is shown in his inimit- 
able sketches. 


This same issue contains 

thirteen other well - timed 
articles, such as camp - fires, 
bass - fishing, shooting, flying, 
_and exploration—besides outdoor 
fiction that fairly breathes of 
the open places. 


To keep in touch with the 
great outdoor world—" take 
an OUTING.” 


q All news-stands 25 cents. 
$3.00 a year. Send fifty 
cents in stamps tc-day for three 
months trial subscription. 


Liberal offer to local representatives. 
Write for terms. 


THE OUTING MAGAZINE @) 


315 FIFTH AVENUE - NEW YORK CITY 
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Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
getting the very best. 





SECOND SIGHT. 


Tom.—It was a case of love at first 
sight with me. 

Jack.—Then why didn’t you marry 
her? 

‘Tom.—I saw her again on several 
occasions.—Chicago News. 


LADIES CAN WEAR SHOES 


one size smaller after using Allen’s Foot-Ease, 
the antiseptic powder to be shaken into the 
shoes. It makes tight or new shoes feel easy; gives 
instant relief to corns and bunions. This is an 
easy test: Sprinkle Allen’s Foot-Ease in one 
shoe and not in the other and notice the differ- 
ence. It’s the greatest comfort discovery of the 
age. Sold everywhere, 26c. Don't accept any 
substitute. For FREE trial pee. address 
Allen S. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y. 
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BRAINLESS. 
“Would you marry for money?” 
asked one girl of another. 
“Not 1; I want brains!” was the 
reply. 
“Yes, I should think so,” said the 
first speaker, “if you don’t want to 
marry for money!”—/hila. Inquirer. 
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— Lustige Woche. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE : 20 Beekman Street. | NW Yore. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


Hewpinc Her Out. 
“Have you a young chicken? I 
am rather green at cooking.” 
“Such being the case, madam, don’t 
you think you’d better have an old, 
experienced fowl ?”— Courier Journal. 





AT THE SINGING CONTEST. 
1913.—What’s the difference be- 
tween first .bass and second ? 
1912.—About ninety feet.— Colum- 
bia Jester. . 








Tue Fletcher train of thought — 








Chew! Chew !—Princeton Tiger. 
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It is Rather Warm To-day, 


O we shall keep as quiet 
and cool as possible, and 


let our friends do the talking. 


For instance, there is our friend 
down in Beaver, Pa. He says, 
somewhat inflammatorily, con- 
sidering the weather : 

“Your publication will strike a respon- 
sive chord in my heart as long as you give 
monopoly and political hypocrites Hell.” 


E don’t mind striking a re- 

sponsive chord in this or 
any other reader's heart, but we do 
want to remark right here and 
now that giving persons or things 
— what our Beaver friend just 
said—or, in other words, knocking 
simply for the sake of knocking, is 


‘not PUCK’S purpose at all. Knock- 


ing is for private spite. PUCK’'S 
hammering, in his serious moments, 
is against public abuses, against 
conditions rather than men. Apro- 
pos of this, let our friend the Phila- 
delphia North American have a word 
or two: 


“Here in the East there are two 
humorous weeklies that are honest, 
i edited, independent, and unafraid 
—Life and PuCK. They bother little 
about politics ; but, like all true humor- 
ists, they mingle with their jesting 
some serious and sound comment 
upon affairs of really vital import. 
And so we find PUCK remarking that 
these American mortals are slightly 
less fools than they have been:” 


The bosses who have held the voters 
of the United States in abject thraldom 
for years, but whose hold gets looser 
daily, are Indifference, Ignorance, and 
Partisan Prejudice. Ever effective in 
keeping otherwise intelligent men from 
seeing and thinking, they have don¢ 
more, these three, for Privilege, Mon- 
opoly, and Legalized Wrong than all the 
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hollinaris 
oo ‘pl QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 
Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 
and Only with its Own Natural Gas. 









No Opps. 


“ How are you ?” 

“Oh, I’m about even with the 
world.” 

“How's that ?” 

“| figure that I owe as many 
people as I don’t owe.” — Saturday 
Evening Post. 


“ ARF you ill?” inquired the doctor. 
“Let me see your tongue, please.” 

“Ah, it’s no use,” replied the poet; 
“no tongue can tell how bad I feel.” 
—Columbia Jester. 








Aldriches and Cannons in creation. 
Overthrow this triumvirate, and petty 
human bosses will shrivel up and die for 
lack of nourishment. 


HEN it comes to giving —— 

it's a warm word—to Indif- 

ference, Ignorance, and Partisan 

Prejudice, we are pleased and 
proud to plead guilty. 

Another friend of ours, “Ex- 
Canuck” of Kansas City, is kind 
enough to say on this subject: 

“Tread PUCK, every issue, and admire © 


so much its stand in public 
matters, as com with other magazines 








of the same nature published in this country.” 


HEW! But it is warm to-day. 
By the way, though—— 


ne 


If your newsdealer does n't handle PUCK, 
ask him to order it for you. 





Tell Your Newsdealer 





The Soap for the Whole Family 


There’s a unique 
Pears’ Soap. 
its bath, helps the 
her complexion, and 
house finds nothing 
shaving. 

Have you used 


Pears’ 


It makes the child enjoy | 


adaptability about | 


mother preserve 
the man of the 
quite so good for 





Soap 




















Cocktails 


Here’s to You! No fuss.no 


trouble, no 
bother. Simply strain through 
cracked ice and serve. 


Martini ( gin base) and Manhattan (whiskey 
base) are the most popular. At ali good dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. Hartford New York London 











CHANCE FOR CHOICE. 
“Yes sir, I shot the leopard on the 
spot.” 


“Which one?” — Lippincott’s. 


Ernest.— Are you acquainted with 
Burke’s “Speech on Conciliation ” ? 

WaLTER.— No, but I’m very fond 
ot his Bottled Stout.—Co/umbia Jester. 





Broke 


NEXT WEEK. 














AMERICA’S MOST BEAUTIFUL RESORT 


THOUSAND ISLAND 
HOUSE 


ALEXANDRIA BAY, NEW YORK 
THE VENICE OF AMERICA 
Fishing, Boating, Golf, Etc. 


Most Picturesque 
Modern Appointments 








SEND FOR BOOKLETS AND RATES 
0. 6. STAPLES, Owner and Proprietor 


Also Owner and Proprietor of the RIGGS HOUSE, 
Washington, D. C. 

















Lapy ARrTIST.—Do y 

SAILOR.— Yes, Miss. 

Lavy Artist.— Then 
and besides, I can’t draw s 





“THEM ARTISES!” 


ou belong to that ship over there? 


would you mind loosening all those ropes? 
traight lines ! — Punch. 
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Hot Springs, Ark. Dwight, Kancas 
wy Col. cus Marion, herd st, tome ¥ 
est Ha 
achington, B.C. Lexington, Mass. 2801 Loenst St. 
Jacksonville, Fla. Portland, He. Manchester, X. H 
Atlanta, Ga. Grand Rapids, Mich. Buffalo, N. Y. 


for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific. remedy which has been 
skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 30 years. | | 
At the following Keeley Institutes: 





White Plains, N. Y. Pittsburg. Pa. 
Columbus, Ohio. 4246 Fifth Ave. 
Portland, Oregon. Providence, R. }. 
Philadelphia, Pa. Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
812 N. Broad St. London, England. 











“WELL, how’s things?” 
“Fine,” replied the author. 


| critics pronounced my last novel so 
| worthless that I have six publishers 


bidding for my next book.” — Courier- 
Journal. 


In a Pinch, use ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE, | ~ 





“Wuat’sa’ your hurry, Sandy? It’s | 


no ten o’clock yet.” 

“Well, ye see, Ah’ve changed ma 
lodgin’s, an’ Ah’m no vera weel 
acquaint’ wi’ th’ new staircase.” — 
Bystander. 


“The | 


F if 


They are much too tight, 








| UsHer. — Ladies, the audience 
wishes you to keep still during the per- 
formance. 

Lapies.— Heavens! Is it possible 
that the audience has n’t heard this 
| old opera before? — Cleveland Leader. 








| 
j 
| 

















\COME Wid ME, 
LL BE GUIDE 
FOR Youse ! 
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THE SUNDAY SUPPLEMENT. 


New ATTRACTION FoR Coney Istanp, SpeciaLLy ADAPTED TO THE “Day oF Rest.” 











